WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
three represented a considerable reduction. I remember General
Harington once asking me whether I was not terribly unpopular at
the High Commission. My answer was that that was nothing com-
pared with my popularity with those who survived the purge. Every
dismissal had, of course, to have Sir Horace's final agreement, but he
never intervened except in one instance.
The head kavass or native servant (practically all were Albanians
and looked extraordinarily fine on gala occasions in their fezzes, red
uniform, scimitars, and revolvers) was one Osman who was long past
his job and in fact was doing, and able to do, literally nothing. I sent
a chit to Sir Horace saying that I proposed to replace him by someone
more active. It was returned to me with a note in Sir Horace's precise
handwriting in red ink to the effect "I have a rooted repugnance to
getting rid of old servants." I took the lesson to heart and used
similar language later myself when occasion arose. So Osman
remained; but when Sir Horace left for Lausanne in November 1922
I solved the difficulty by giving him the job of being my permanent
personal attendant. He did that and nothing but that. It meant no
walking for him at all. Either he sat beside the chauffeur in the
offidal car or he accompanied me on board the Makook, the 8o-ton
steam yacht which the Embassy had bought from the Turkish Govern-
ment at Constantinople for going up and down the Bosphorus. It
had originally belonged to the Khedive of Egypt, but had subsequently
been acquired by Enver Pasha. For such purposes Osman could not
have been improved upon. Old he might be, but he was still a
magnificent specimen of humanity. Bowed as he was, he stood at
least 6 feet 4 inches and was 54 inches round the chest. He looked the
part and filled it to perfection. I became very fond of the old man,
and he knew it and was utterly devoted to me. I was on leave in
Sussex when I was transferred at twenty-four hours' notice to Cairo,
following on the murder of Sir Lee Stack in 1924. The news reached
the Embassy at Constantinople by wireless, and when Osman heard
it he sat down, as my Montenegrin servant who joined me later in
Cairo told me, and wept bitterly for half an hour. And only three
years before I had tried to sack him! Once Albanians have taken you
into their confidence and to their hearts and trust you, there are no
more loyal and faithful servants in this world. Before I finish with
Constantinople I shall have an example to give of this fidelity.
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